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Youth 


Grace Ingles Frost 


When Youth fared forth at morn, 
Superb in strength of limb, 

Age with a soul forlorn, 

Strove to hold speech with him. 


“Preach not to me,” cried Youth, 
“Speak not of sombre things, 

T tell you of a truth, 

I love the heart that sings. 


“I look for hidden mirth 
That lurks within the eye; 
I love the greening turf, 
And blue of summer’s sky. 


“Each blade of grass that springs 
So blithely from the sod, 

The fluttering of wings, 

Speak unto me of God. 


“Paint me those scenes, I pray, 
Where shadows are not shed, 
Where flowers bloom by day, 
And night brings stars o’er head. 


“Give to my eager feet 

The mountain height to scale, 
It matters not how steep, 
Hope will not let me fail.” 


(Written for the editor by request) 
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Roy’s Wife 
Louise Dastrup 


“Bein’ as Roy Evans’ wife has come, I suppose someone 
had better call her.” Mrs. Morgan began paring potatoes for 
dinner, 

“What, Mother? has someone come?” asked Della from 
the pantry. 

“Yes, Roy has brought his wife home. And a pity it 
is, too, that he ever married her, I say. A mere city doll! 
And him such a sensible boy too. A good many of us around 
here has girls that would suit him lots better. I'd have been 
glad to tell him my opinion of the matter before he ever 
did such a thing if he’d only given me a chance.” 

“Well, Mother, there’s one thing certain, Roy always 
acts for himself, and he will never ask for sympathy. And 
besides you don’t know his wife,” retorted Della. 

“Don't know her? No! —but I know just how she'll 
be. Just like Jim Wells’ wife and all them other city 
women that comes out here on the farm to live. Know 
how to spend money, but haven’t the least idea how to save 
it or help earn it. I didn’t think he’d do it.” 

“If you're so opposed to her, why trouble to call and 
make friends with her?” asked Della, in her most unconcerned 
way. 

“What? Not call on Roy’s wife? I guess he’s just as 
good as any young man around here yet. Anyway, we 
might could help him out by guiding her, careful like, to 
more useful ways and makin’ her like it here.” Mrs. Morgan 
paused a moment, then said uncertainly. “I guess I won’t 
be able to get away this afternoon so you had beter go up 
there instead of me and show a little neightborliness. But 
don’t mix up with any of her silly, city notions, they’re not 
good for practical people.” 

The object of general village comment, Sibyl Evans, 
that afternoon, finding herself in a world of June sunshine 
and with a whole afternoon at her disposal, had decided in 
her quick, characteristic way, to éxplore the cool inviting 
meadows and the luring wonders of the river bed. Leaving 
the dusty road, she crossed the river dam, but lingered 
sometime spellbound over the green depths of the water 
that swirled in playful majesty over the rocks below. 
A trail through the meadow brought her to a slight green 
ridge along which ran a picturesquely ragged pole fence. 
Up the ridge she skipped, and then stopped with a gasp of 
delight. Beyond the circular fence a green pasture sloped 
toward the center. In the bottom of the swale was a clump 
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of cat-tails bordered by masses of yellow snap-dragons and 
snake flowers. Following her vision of gold and green, she 
clambered over the fence and fairly rolled down the slope 
till she began to sink into the swamp, and could go no 
farther. 

“Oh, I want them!” she exclaimed, “I want them for 
the gray rock house.” 

Half burried in the thick grass under the fence was a 
long, slender pole. As she dragged it down the swale to 
the slough, a killdeer rose screaming from the bank, and Sibyl 
paused with wonder-wide eyes and parted lips until it melted 
into the distant mountains. She balanced herself on the 
rocking pole to the very end of it, and was just reaching out 
for a most perfect dragon’s head with a long stem, when— 

“She'll find it dead enough, all right!’ some one on the 
path behind her said fiercely. 

For a moment Sibyl’s equilibrium and dignity were seri- 
ously endangered, and it was with some trouble that she re- 
gained her balance enough to see, by a swift glance over her 
shoulded, a young girl stopping with an ejaculation on the 
path. 

“I beg your pardon. Were you speaking to me?” Sibyl 
managed to say. 

“No, I—I hadn’t seen you. I was just thinking aloud, I 
suppose,” replied the other confusedly. 

“I see. I hope you will pardon my not turning around.” 

“Oh, perhaps I can steady your bridge for you a little,” 
offered the girl, approaching. “I suppose you are my new 
neighbor, Mrs. Evans?” 

Sibyl, as she reached the dry bank, smiled and nodded. 

“T’m Della Morgan, from the Elm Row place.” 

“That’s a charming little place there in the trees? Oh, 
isn’t this the grandest valley in the world?” exclaimed Sibyl. 
“How lucky you are to have lived here always!” 

“T hope you like it,” said Della, with doubt for the 
future. 

“T love it!” declared Sibyl with fervor, “This gold mine, 
here, makes me feel like a miser. My shabby little dining 
room will be fit for a queen when I have filled it with this 
wealth of color and fragrance.” 

“Why, Mrs..Evans! those common -old snap dragons?” 
The girl started at her companion in amazement. 

“T—, say, you're nothing like I thought you’d be. I heard 
you’d come, and I was just thinking how you’d hate it here,— 
you who had known all the good things of life—and then to 
come to just this.” 

“You were pitying me, Miss Morgan? My vision of the 
future is wonderfully bright. Don’t waste pity on me.” 

But the girl was not yet convinced. 
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“You like it now, but maybe it won’t last.” 

“Appreciation, well founded, usually endures.” 

Miss Morgan smiled doubtfully. 

Several weeks later Dora Morgan drew Roy Evans aside 
in “the store,” one day. 

“Are you still going on with that camping party to Red 
Canyon?” she asked. 

“Why, yes. Why not? Sibyl is so enthusiastic about it 
We hope we can show the town people a good time. All 
Sibyl’s old friends are coming out for it.” 

“That’s just what I’m afraid of, Roy. When Sibyl sees 
all our rough country people by the side of those smart folks, 
she won’t like us so well and she’ll—well—you—.” And 
Mrs. Morgan struggled to make known her fears without 
words. 

“Don't you worry, Mrs. Morgan. If I catch your mean- 
ing you don’t know Sibyl.” Roy tried to laugh away the 
anxious look on her face, but nevertheless it was a troubled 
Roy that waited at the station for the arrival of the guests. 

Sibyl was trembling with excitement. Everyone of her 
invitations had been accepted and all the old set was coming, 
even to Vern Redford. She told Roy that she hadn’t expect- 
ed Vern to come. He had always avoided her since the night 
their romance had ended. Surely he had forgotten her now. 
She hoped so. They had some lovely times together before 
their quarrel. But Verne was eoming, and Dorothy, and all 
the rest. 

“You are sure that the town people are all ready?” she 
asked anxiously. 

“Yes,” said Roy. “They all seem enthusiastic. Have 
you seen Della lately. She was worrying about the conven- 
tional costume, when I talked to her.” 

“The dear girl. How she longs for the refinement of 
city life. I do hope the set all like her. Have you got suitable 
horses for them all? Helen will want a gentle one, Mabel 
likes a fast one better, Ralph doesn’t care much just so it 
will go. I think Dorothy will like that little bay of Dan 
Wells’ if it is available. But no horse in the country is as 
good as my old Pat. Roy, I’m going to ride Blue Dick and 
leave Pat for Vern. He is so appreciative of fine horses.” 

“He will like Blue Dick all right,” remonstrated Roy, 
“and you—well, just as you please. Here comes the train 
now.” 

Sibyl was already half way to the platform. 

The sunrise, next morning, was beautiful as they saw 
it from the forks of the Ridge road. Sibyl’s group found the 
town division waiting there when they rode up. Matters 
such as introductions and arrangements into squads were soon 
dispatched and the party moved on. 
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“Hurrah for the groves of Red Canyon!” shouted Sibyl! 
“We'll have lunch at the Falls!" 


“Hurray!” shouted everyone. 


After lunch, too tired to climb far on the first day, they 
just formed little groups to talk about old times and new. 
For hours Sibyl and Roy listened to stories of college life and 
club activities, of sports, dramas, recitals, operas, private 
parties, everything that belonged to the life Sibyl had left. 

“I do believe Roy is afraid you'll vanish, Sibyl,” laughed 
Dorothy when the two and Roy had wandered away from 
the crowd. “He watches you constantly, I wonder if you 
ever told him how nearly married you were before he came 
along. Do you remember the honeymoon we planned to 
Europe together? What plans they were! And then Roy 
came along and spoiled them all. Why, Sibyl, our whole set 
lost its life when you went. Vern hybernated in his country 
club and wasn’t heard of for weeks and weeks.” 

Sibyl said nothing, and Roy looked up alarmed at the 
seriousness in her face, 

“Oo-hoo!” came from the cliffs above them. 

Three pairs of eyes finally located Vern peering over a 
huge red boulder. 

“Come see!” he shouted. “Indian writings. Bring a 
kodak. I have run out of film.” 

“Tl go back for mine,” Roy started down the hill. 

“Wait, 1 want mine, too.” And Dorothy skipped after 
him. 

Sibyl sat down under a pine tree for a moment, then 
started up the trail. 

“T guess they can get up without my help,” she smiled 
to herself. 

After a difficult scramble around one ledge, she called 
to Vern for assistance. 

“T was just wandering around and ran across this,” he 
explained when they came upon the crude drawings on the 
flat face of the rock “I thought you might be interested. I 
picked this up over here, too. You used to be interested in 
archeological relics.” He drew from his pocket a flint arrow- 
head. 

“J have a whole collection of them, already,” laughed 
Sibyl, “You see, I still like such things. I always thought 
I’d like to visit some of the museums in the east and in 
Europe.” 

“I know,” said Vern. Then after a moment of silence, 
“Y’'m going east this fall,—to study.” 

There was another short silence. Then Vern ventured 
again, 

: “Shall you stay at the ranch all winter?” 

“T think so,” 
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“You have my sympathy.” 
“Don’t you like it here?” 
Vern shrugged. 


“Oh, for a time, yes. Rather monotonous for long, 
though, I should think. Not a very enlightened society.” 

“You don’t know them.” Sibyl’s tone had lost some of 
its life. 

“I’m good at forming opinions, though.” Vern had turn- 
ed away and was watching a party of the local people on the 
opposite side of the ravine. “That Morgan girl would not be 
so bad if she had been ‘brung up right,’ as they would say.” 
He whirled to Sibyl again. 

“You can’t stand this. You must at least come home 
for the winter season.” 

Dorothy’s shout interrupted them. 

“How thrilling! The first real heirogliphics I have seen!” 
Dorothy and Roy were scrambling over the last rocks. 

“Sibyl, this man of yours is just like a mountain sheep 
in the way he scales cliffs.” 

“Give me the kodak and do that again,” commanded 
Sibyl. “I want that pose.” 

The following day they took an excursion to Bugle Point. 
Days passed swiftly. When they were all tired out, and the 
rations were all gone, they broke camp and started down the 
trail in time to take the train for the north in the afternoon. 

About four o’clock they stopped for lunch at the mouth 
of the canyon. 

“This butter is full of sand,” grumbled Dorothy, “Where 
has it been kept?” 

Della smiled good-naturedly. “Is this the first sand 
you've noticed. You must have been enjoying the trip im- 
mensely.” 

The crowd laughed. 

“Tm sorry there’s no more butter,” began Sibyl. 

“Don’t make excuses,” shouted everyone. ‘“She’s been 
spoiled, that’s all.” 

“This has been a wonderful excursion,” offered Dorothy, 
“and, come to think of it, I haven’t noticed much sand before 
this.” 

“It has been delightful,” cried Vern. “What can we do 
to make up for it?” 

“Don’t look to me,” put in Roy. “It was Sibyl’s party, 
entirely.” 

“Can’t you both come with us now and let us try to re- 
pay you?” 

“Yes, do!” came from the guests. 

“I’m afraid I can’t,” said Roy, “Pressing business, you 
know. And besides you have no reason to repay me.” 

“But Sibyl can. Do come, Sibyl, we’ll do our best, 
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really!” 

“T’ve no doubt about it,’ said Sibyl heartily. “But I 
have duties, too.” 

“A poor excuse,” murmured Dorothy to someone next 
to her. “She isn’t usually so attentive to duty. I wonder if 
Vern hasn’t something to do with it?” 

The conversation was moving on swiftly but Roy took 
no part. He glanced at Sibyl with a quizzical expression. As 
he turned his eyes from her to Vern, they came in contact 
with Vern’s which immediately turned away. Evidently he 
was probing for information. Nothing more was said on 
the subject. Lunch was soon finished and the remaining food 
packed away. 

They were all ready to go before they noticed that one of 
the pack horses had strayed away. 

“He’s probably only around the turn,” remarked Roy. 
“The only trouble is that I shall not be able to accompany 
you the rest of the way to the station, so I will bid you good- 
bye here. Sibyl, I will meet you in town,—unless you want 
to go with them.” 

“You'll do no such a thing,” retorted Sibyl. “I can hunt 
horses as well as you, and our friends can find their way to 
the depot quite well without our help.” 

“You won’t come then?” asked Vern in a low tone as 
Sibyl turned to bid him farewell. I wish you would. I’m 
leaving for Boston in September.” 

“That can’t matter, Vern. I must stay here, good-bye.” 
She turned away quickly and began talking to someone else. 

“Good-bye, Sibyl. Sorry you can’t come,” said Dorothy 
warmly. 

“Good-bye,” she answered, “Think of me while you are 
in Europe this fall, won’t you?” 

As the two groups rode away through the last hollow, 
Roy turned to Sibyl, who was still watching, meditatively, the 
disappearing party. 

“Are you sorry?” he asked. “Do you wish you were one 
of them still?” 

Sibyl’s eyes turned to her husband’s face as if to read 
his meaning. Her expression of reproach changed to one 
of sympathy. 

“Oh, Roy,” she explained, “I like them all, and I enjoyed 
my associations with them. But why should I be sorry now? 
Why does everybody expect it of me? I have only been 
spared from the monotonous life of a social leader, and per- 
haps the spending of Vern’s fortune. I might even have en- 
joyed it if I had not found a man who lived with God’s 
world and absorbed knowledge and growth from it, and that 
I was wasting time and energy that might be used in a great- 
er enjoyment of life. I’m going to learn so much here.” 
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“But society, Sibyl, you crave a social environment.” 

“T love these people with their frank, simple ways. You 
would have loved to see the sweet way Della thanked me 
this morning for this little party. She thanks our visitors 
for making her see the value and opportunity in her sur- 
roundings. Look, Royden, isn’t this great?” She was point- 
ing to the scene below them. 

The sun, near its setting, cast long, golden beams past 
them to the broad valley below, touching with its rays, a 
great patchwork of gleaming fields of every color—fields of 
green in various shades, fields of yellow of early ripening 
grain, and fields of bare, red earth alone. Beyond these shone 
sloping green and brown roofs of the village shaded in spots 
by shimmering trees. Occasionally a bend in the river re- 
vealed glaring spots of blue and gold grass as it curved to- 
ward the golden reservoir to the north. And far against the 
gray eastern hills, nestling close to the Black Knoll, was 
their ranch with its gray rock house, bearly visible in the 
mass of cottonwoods. 

“I wonder if you know how glad I am?” said Roy, “Come 
on, Sibyl, let’s find that horse and get down there.” 


It’s Tough to be a Boy! 
Fern Eyring 


It’s tough on a boy when company comes to stay for 
meals. You wait and wait and wait! If you’re allowed to sit 
down to the table at all, you have to wait ’til everybody else 
is served. You see your father carving the light meat and 
the dark, and before it gets to you all the best pieces are gone. 
You're liable to starve to death before you get a bite. When 
you want another piece your mother winks at you, so you 
say, “I’ve had plenty thanks,” when you’re just starvin’ for 
more. Talk about a whoppin’ lie. 

You have to take the piece of cake that’s nearest you, 
and that’s sure to be the smallest in the lot. Besides a young 
kid like me has to eat his victuals with a fork and take little 
tiny bites. 

Gee! but when they’re all gone and left the whole big 
shootin’ match to me, I can just dive in and help myself. I 
don’t use my fork to eat with neither if I’d rather use my 
knife. J am mighty glad Ma and dad and Jane ain’t company. 
They’d never go and I’d as lief die as wait and wait and 
wait. 
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Unlock The Music of My Soul 


Roscoe E. Davis 


Unlock the music of my soul 
That I might sing to Thee 

The songs of beauty and of love 
Thou hast inspired in me, 


That I might here with music tell 

The wonders of Thy Grace, 

That I might through my songs proclaim 
Truth to the human race. 


Help me, O Father of my soul, 
To preach the Gospel’s truth 
That all who harken to its call 
May find eternal youth. 


Set free the language of my heart 
That I might show to man 

The way to glory and to light 
That's found within Thy plan. 


Teach me, O Teacher of mankind, 
That I may worthy be 

To come, when I must leave this sphere 
And live and work with Thee. 
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The Revolt 


Helen Phillips 


I always did think it was a shame that I had to be the 
oldest girl of the family, for my disposition has really never 
coincided with the popular opinion of what elder sisters 
always are. Now from the time I could toddle across the 
living-room floor, until two weeks ago, I had meekly sub- 
mitted to having the gold-tinsel and soap-bubble me, sup- 
pressed and compressed into a model type of older sis—you 
know the kind that is an example to all succeeding genera- 
tions. 

‘No one, I think, ever suspected that under my calm ex- 
terior lurked an ever-present feeling for rebellion. This was 
probably due to the fact that there was too little time between 
mending and baby-tending to get sufficient courage accumu- 
lated for open revolt. 

Now Cal, the girl just younger than I, whose name really 
isn’t Cal at all, but Carolina——has been expected to be frivol- 
ous and irresponsible. I, along with the rest of the family, 
thought that to be the great desire of her life—just to be 
light-hearted and foolish, that is, I thought so until two 
weeks ago—but that is part of the story. 

The Parkers are the very nicest people ever. They live 
next door to us and have two sons. John and Dick. Just 
their names suggest enough—John, serious, steady and studi- 
ous; Dick, care-free and inclined to truancy. 

It has been rather a family agreement since the days of 
marbles and jumping ropes, that some day John and I, Dick 
and Cal would—don’t you see it was all nicely planned. I 
never was particularly thrilled, and when the frivolous me 
was in the ascendency, it was positively unappealing. If 
John hadn’t had such a nice nose and distinguished-looking 
chin, I am sure I should have revolted years before. 

It was one Tuesday morning I saw the first inkling that 
Cal wasn’t entirely satisfied with the present trend of life. 
She always had the nicest clothes and got invited everywhere ; 
her life seemed just one continuous round of dance and gaiety. 
I often envied her, but it was just a part of the disagreeable 
circumstances that had relegated me to the elder-sisterhood, 
and so I said nothing. 

Well this Tuesday morning, we were sitting in our east 
bed-room, I darning stockings, Cal fussing over a darling 
evening gown she was to wear to the Denning’s dancing 
party on Wednesday. I wasn’t going. We had been twice 
the week before and I was quite sure that John had been 
frightfully bored. It would be in accord with my well estab- 
lished reputation for “good common sense” and “moderation” 
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to say that I didn’t wish to go, and sit in the library while 
John expounded the relative merits of various types of bugs 
—for bugs had come to be his hobby. 

So there we sat—I with my stockings, Cal with her dress 
—which was really quite typical. I had been watching a red- 
breast hopping about in a tree just outside the window, when 
suddenly I realized that Cal was speaking. 

“I’m simply tired of it all. Dick is positively insane.” 

“Why Carolina,” I said (I think Carolina sounds more 
big-sisterly and authoritative than Cal) “You surely don’t 
mean Dick Parker? He’s a very nice boy.” 

“Yes he’s a nice boy and that about all. He’s fun to 
dance with but he’s horribly stupid. He never talks sense, 
and he seems to think that I expect a certain amount of 
flattering every time he’s around me.” 

“Well don’t you?” I asked. 

“No I don’t—so there! I know the entire family thinks 
I am incapable of a deeper thought than keeping my engage- 
ments straight, and I am getting tired of it. Now you've al- 
ways been given all kinds of responsibilities.” 

I was just about to inform her that I would relinquish 
any portion of it she desired, even to the stocking darning, 
when mother entered and the conversation turned to other 
matters. 

It was the next night that I finally and conclusively de- 
cided upon revolt. I had helped mother sew all day and then 
helped Cal to dress. When she had gone I was really tired. 
John and I sat down in the library and because it was one 
of those first warm spring nights, all of the windows were 
open. I could hear those myriad little sounds that indicate 
that spring has really come. 

John was going on about the merits of a new type of 
moth. I was just awfully comfortable in a big rocker, think- 
ing what a nice profile John had. I really wasn’t thinking at 
all of what he was saying, and soon I was sound asleep. I 
awoke with a start half an hour later, John was standing over 
me. He looked really pained. I was sure he must think me 
perfectly horrid, so after apologies were duly made, I said 
good-night and went upstairs. I wasn’t sleepy any longer, 
just angry—angry about everything, Cal’s going to the dance, 
John and his frightful bugs, and my old frocks and everything. 

What a thought! It was really revolutionary. There 
was going to be.a county fair in Riverton next week and 
everyone was going—that is, most everyone. John never 
went to such things. I fancied it must be that the crowds, 
the noise, and the merry-making annoyed him—anyway we 
had never gone to a fair. 

Every year when Cal, dressed in her ruffles and frills, 
started out early in the morning with Dick, I had my cry. 
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And so I determined that this year I should go to the fair. 
Cal had told me that very morning that she wasn’t going with 
Dick. I would ask him to take me. I fully realized that it 
probably wasn’t the most maidenly thing in the world to do, 
but I was desperate, anyway Dick had always been just like 
a brother. 


Next day, as 1 was coming home from the grocer’s, I 
met Dick and he carried my parcels. We had reached our 
front gate before I broached the subject of the fair. No Dick 
wasn’t going—but why? Oh, Cal had made arrangements to 
go with someone else. But that needn’t matter I assured 
him. Surely there were scores of other girls who would be 
glad to go with him. He didn’t know of any—and so I 
asked him. At first he was awfully surprised, presently he 
got used to the idea of big sister’s doing the unusual; and 
by the time he started for home, he seemed to be really en- 
thusiastic. 

The Riverton Fair always lasts three days. Wednesday, 
this year was going to be the final day. Dick called early in 
the little runabout, the pride of his heart. I sallied forth in 
a most frivolous creation of yellow organdie, feeling con- 
spicuous but triumphant. Seated beside Dick I looked out 
from under my floppy hat and giggled at everything. I 
was determined to be everything I hadn’t been and had want- 
ed to be for so long. Dick was comparatively quiet as he 
was rather angry over Cal’s neglect. 

“Gee Margaret, you look like sweet sixteen in that 
fluffy yellow thing,” he said after a complete survey. 

“Well Dick,” I replied, “you know I am not forty yet. 
To be exact, I am just twenty-three.” 

“Of course I knew you weren’t so very old but—well, 
you've always been so steady and responsible.” 

“Well Mr. Dick Parker, you’ve looked your last on the 
responsible, steady, sisterly me. I’ve rebelled. I don’t think 
I'll ever mend another thing. I am going to do the most 
utterly foolish things I can imagine. I’m going to make 
up for all the pink lemonade and baloons and fluffy dresses 
I’ve missed.” 

Dick was heartily in favor of my resolution. We skimm- 
ed along over the paved road, my heart as light as a dande- 
lion puff. Dick paid me extravagant compliments in his 
most gallant manner—I drank them in like a thirsty soil. 
John had always been so calm and matter-of-fact, although 
he had the nicest, straightest nose while Dick’s was decidedly 
ug. 

We arrived at Riverton a little after ten. Crowds of 
people thronged the streets and filled the Fair grounds. At 
every turn-I saw some friend who was duly surprised over 
my appearing at the Fair. I grew rather tired of it. They 
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acted as if I had been imprisoned for the past ten years, and 
this was my first day of freedom. 

We went to a friend’s house for luncheon and stayed 
there until nearly five. There was going to be a band con- 
cert at the Fair grounds. We were early for it, but I reveled 
in the idea of strolling leisurely, and was simply wild to ride 
on the ferris wheel, but Dick had said about five minutes be- 
fore, that it always made him frightfully ill. We walked past. 
All the seats were filled with giggling girls and assuring 
boys. Right on top of the big wheel, a couple was rocking 
recklessly back and forth. The girl had on a lavendar dress, 
and hat that looked strangely familiar. As the wheel start. 
ed again and they came down, I saw it was Cal, but who 
was with her? The wheel stopped. They came toward us. 
It was John! However, he seemed a strange new John— 
excited, hilarious. He stopped with a little gasp when he 
saw me. 

“Why Margaret!” 

“Why John, I~” 

“Why, what on earth—” 

“Well I didn’t think—” And so on until finally I learned 
that John, too, had just boiled over. 

“How does a ride on the ferris wheel strike you?” he 
asked in a most frivolous manner. 

“Nothing better!” 

“Well, come on then. Cal is rather tired. She’s been 
on five times with me.” 

“If you two kids don’t mind,” sighed Dick, “We're going 
home. Cal’s tired and so am I. Have a good time.” 

John looked at me—well—we did. 

—Helen Phillips 


“A Commonwealth” 
Elmo Sproul 


Laughing eyes of azure blue, 

Or eyes of gray or brown, 

Little pink cheeks of genuine hue 
And golden curls pressed down. 


Wee little smiles or a winning “coo” 
In the light of a baby’s face, 
Wonderful treasure to be with you— 
A King with its sovereign grace. 
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Our Own White and Blue 


Minnie Iverson Hodapp 


Snowy white, azure bright 
Beauteous emblem of light 
That thrilleth fond hearts with emotion— 
High, high in the sky 
Let each silken fold fly 
Fair flag of our loyal devotion! 
Afloat on the breezes in eloquence true, 
Hail banner of beauty, our own White and Blue! 


Blithe and near, golden clear 
Softly charmeth the ear 
Rich gems of achievement revealing— 
Faith, science and art 
Head, hand, and heart 
To nobler endeavors appealing! 
In lovliness ever our lives to imbue, 
Joy-tokens forever, our own B. Y. U.! 


The song of the throng 
In sweet unison strong— 
A high inspiration doth borrow— 
With spirit aglow 
All eager to know 
The triumph and truth of tomorrow! 
The favor of heaven smiles down pure and true, 
New diadems gleam in thy crown, B. Y. U.! 


Snowy white, azure bright 
Beauteous emblem of light 
That thrilleth fond hearts with emotion— 
High, high in the sky 
Let each silken fold fly 
Fair flag of our loyal devotion! 
Afloat on the breezes in eloquence true, 
Forever and ever, our own White and Blue. 
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Mental Detour 
Alberta Huish 


If you have never indulged in the habit of taking mental 
detours, then I must have none of your sympathy. You can- 
not feel the hot blood, like sudden bursts of steam heat, 
surge to the cheek; you cannot feel the utter bewilderment 
when, with one verbal interrogation, you realize too late, that 
you are being spoken to; you cannot feel that your wits 
lie in scattered confusion along a road of mental detour. If 
you have not, 1 warn you to beware. Mental detours are 
embarassing and fatal. 

One occasion I shall never forget. Spring was in the 
outside air; inside room 3 the air was saturated with Medieval 
history. With birds on the wing, what hath youth to do 
with sword and shield, kings or queens—oh yes, with queens? 
There was the sign, “Turn to the right.” Along its trail I 
wandered, leisurely, gayly. I do not know how far: there is 
no end to the road of mental detour. But queens are there, 
blondes and brunettes, with saucy curl or drooping lids; and 
she was a queen, though saucy to be sure. 

I hadn’t meant half I said that day. She surely ought 
to know that—no fellow really does. That was the only 
thing which had spoiled the trip, that wonderfully perfect 
trip. But after all she had forgiven me. Not all girls are 
heartless. Of course— 

But alas! Why must a thunderstorm succeed a calm! 
With one fatal word and in one instant I returned to the 
main road in time to feel the sudden glow to cheek. I realized 
faintly that I was being spoken to. But out of a dream of 
fact and fancy into blank delirium I groped, and finally gasp- 
ed, “Gee, Mabel you're not still mad?” My pink embarass- 
ment has not receded yet. And sol warn you: Before taking 
a mental detour, hang up the danger sign! 
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A Crawl For Life ' 


Alonzo Morley 


“Ken! Run down the dope on that frozen trapper story. 
He is at the Calliape hospital.” 

Daltan turned back to his typewriter and I left the office. 
Outside ‘Little Julie,” my Ford racer, was panting idly. I 
boarded her and in a few minutes she landed me at the 
hospital steps. 

For fifteen minutes I fought my way through the red 
tape of the hospital office, however, I finally succeeded in 
getting permission to interview my man. While his nurse 
was mixing up and administering some highly pungent and 
brown looking concoctions I found an opportunity to look 
him over, 

He was a stockily-build man about fifty years of age, and 
showed evidence of being exposed a great deal to the weather. 
His profile was slightly inclined toward the Roman type. 
He possessed a pair of clear gray eyes which showed that 
peculiar glint of virility that is so evident in the eyes of 
trappers, explorers and other nature lovers. Although he 
was in a great deal of pain he contrived to smile and was 
fairly cheerful. 

I informed him of the purpose of my visit, and he, true 
to the tradition concerning trappers, was ready and willing to 
spin his yarn: “I been trappin’ this fall on a line that runs 
straight northeast following the base of Little arrow, till it 
reaches Crama canyon. From there the line shoots almost 
due north again over the hills and valleys of the bad lands. 
It takes me ordinarily bout three days to make the rounds. 

“T started out a week ago yesterday and as I wanted 
to make the trip as soon as possible, I carried less than my 
usual amount of chuck. The season’s a little early yet so I 
made fairly good time, having caught only one coyote on 
the whole line. I started back for I was anxious to be in 
town when the ’lection was held. You know we voted for a 
new mayor and city council t’other day. 

“I begin countin’ the number of traps I had looked at 
and found that I had not been to see one I'd set in a good spot 
on the side of Stove Kettle Hill. I took a cut-off over Marble 
Pass to the trap, It had been sprung and between its jaws 
was the chewed off foot of a coyote. 

“T commenced to re-set the trap. It was an extra strong 
springed cuss and I had to give a pretty hard shove on the 
spring to drop the jaws. As I did so, in some way my foot 
slipped and doubled under me, which allowed all my weight 
to fall on one place on my leg. Something cracked, and a 
sharp pain shot from my ankle clear to the top of my leg. I 
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had broken the bone, and my foot and ankle dangled from 
my leg like a pendulum. 

“It was seventeen miles to the nearest human habitation 
and there I was with a bum foot. I took stock of my supplies, 
and found that I had only six small hard bisouits and five 
boiled potatoes left. I knew-no one would be likely to find 
me there in the hills, so the only thing: for me to do was start 
for town. 

“I tried to step on my foot, but just the least pressure on 
it made me groan with pain. So I tied my gun and ax on 
my back and started to crawl. This didn’t bother me much 
for the first hour, but then I discovered that my knees and 
wrists were getting very sore. I crept on till noon; then I 
ate one biscuit and a small potato. I had now arrived at 
Terry’s Nole and it took me all afternoon to creep about a 
mile and a quarter to its summit. 

“I pulled myself. into a patch of timber and finally got a 
fire started. I collected enough wood to last all night. It 
wasn’t very cold and I believe I slept some. My ankle, by 
this time. had swollen to three times its natur’l size and 
was sure painful. 

I started early the next morning for I knew it was about 
two miles to the next water. The knees of my trousers had 
now worn out and my flesh was bleeding. I tried to crawl on 
my side, but that was impossible, I couldn’t stand the 
pain in my knees. Finally, I was struck with the idea to put 
my trousers on back’ards, so I changed them frontside back 
which helped out some. 

“By twelve o’clock I had covered only three-fourths of 
the distance to the water. I was dry enough to spit cotton, 
and so darned hungry that I was weakenin’ fast. I also gave 
up several times along in there; but somehow I kept on go- 
ing, and at last I reached the stream. 

“T ate two biscuits and a potato. This left me with three 
biscuits and three spuds. I was still eleven miles from home, 
and for five and a half miles my way lay along the base of 
Little Arrow, I was considerably weakened, but managed to 
make another three-quarters of a mile by dark. I was not so 
fortunate that night in getting wood, and it was somewhat 
colder than it had been the night before. I didn’t sleep any 
and the fire was not large enough to keep me warm. I could 
hear the coyotes yelping up on the side of the mountain and 
I wondered if it would be my lot to be eaten by the objects 
that I had been settin’ traps for. 

“As I sat thinking, from far away on Terry’s Nole, I 
heard the curdling cry of the animal who has struck a blood 
trail, and I knew one had run onto my drag line. Slowly 
but surely the cries kept coming nearer—damn thankful I 
hadn’t cached my gun, as was my intention that afternoon, 
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“On, on, came the howls, and I began placing myself in 
the best position possible. Finally the cries stopped and I 
dared to hope that the animals had lost the scent. I waited 
and listened for an hour; there was no sound, save that of a 
lone animal far off on the hillside. I became quite sure that 


those on my trail had faltered. A half hour passed, and 
still no immediate disturbance. 


“Suddenly a long, chilling, half-exultant scream rang 
on the silent night. he cold chills shot up and down my 
back like ’lectric currents. It seemed to stun me for I could 
not move. Finally the spell wore off; and as I returned to 
consciousness, a new terror greeted me. There they stood, 
but thank God there were only three of them, Three sets of 
cruel green eyes glared demon-like in the dark. The 
eyes seemed to realize my heldless condition, for they seem- 
ed to say ‘we can wait until—’ but I dared think no further. 

“I raised my trusty thirty-thirty to my shoulder and 
aimed at the nearest set of hell goggles. The moment I 
touched the trigger all three sets blew out as if by magic. A 
half minute passed and then I heard the wailing death cry 
of the prairie and I knew I had hit the mark. , 

“When daylight came again I found that I had hit the 
animal squarely between the eyes. 


“I started on again. By this time I had worn through 


my trousers once more and now my knees were raw, and the 
ankle kept on swelling. 


“Inch by inch I pulled myself along. Each move seemed 
to be more painful than the one before. For breakfast I had 
eaten the last of my provisions and by noon I was famishing. 
I kept on going. About three o’clock in the afternoon the 
sky became cloudy and it looked as if a snow storm was brew- 
ing. 

“T was weakening fast and the thoughts of being snowed 
under in my condition, worked heavily upon me. My hands 
now were also as raw as my knees. Just a little before sun- 
down the clouds broke away and the sun shown for perhaps 
forty-five minutes before he dipped down behind old Gallister 
Peak. The night was going to be a cold one. 

“I was altogether too weak to build a fire for I lacked 
strength to gather the wood. All night long I fought against 
the crawling numbness. I suppose if I hadn’t been in so 
much pain I should have gone to sleep, but the pain kept me 
conscious, and the next morning found me still alive. I 
cached my gun, first making a marker so I could find it 
again, It was intensely cold and a fog seemed to cover the 
whole valley. My limbs were numb and I could progress at 
the rate of only three-hundred yards per hour. At times 
I seemed to be in a stuper and at other times weird hallucina- 
tions would float before my eyes. Now a sinister idea came 
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looming into my consciousness which made me glad that I 
had left my gun. At first it was just a suggestion, but it 
kept on growing. Something seemed to say, ‘You fool! Get 
yourself away from all this pain. Commit suicide!” At its 
first suggestion I reached into my pocket, drew forth my fold- 
ing skinning knife and looked at it. I opened the big, keen 
blade and the power seemed to say, ‘It will take but a minute.’ 

“Then another power seemed to prompt me; it said, ‘You 
have fought too long now to do this cowardly thing. Hold 
on just a little longer!’ I yielded to this saner impulse, and 
mustering all the courage and strength I could possibly col- 
lect, I threw the knife back on my trail. 

“T crawled on for another torturous hour; and now 
reason almost completely left me. I began to wish I had not 
thrown the knife away, and a mad desire to end it all, 
swept through me. I began looking for a suitable weap- 
on. All I could find that would serve the purpose was 
rocks, and I knew that I lacked the strength to strike myself 
hard enough to accomplish my wish. \No, I had to find a 
better way. 

“That knife was the only suitable weapon, and so I 
started to crawl back for it. I had not gone far when a fit 
of blindness came upon me and I lay in a stupor. How long’ 
I remained in this coma I do not know. Suddenly a thunder- 
ous report rang out which brought me to my senses. I looked 
up and there, not two hundred yards away, was a man on 
horseback. 

“T tried to rise but it was impossible. However, my move- 
ment attracted the man’s attention. There were four of them 
out hunting rabbits. They wrapped me in a coat, put me on 
a horse and brought me here. The doctors say I'll pull 
through all right and now I am mighty glad I didn’t reach that 
knife,” 
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Ink 


A; PB 


Verily what possibilities reposeth in a bottle of ink? Its 
calm surface is ruffled by the pen and the human mind. The 
hand traileth it across the virgin whiteness of the paper and 
leaveth everything, anything, or nothing. 

IT (which referreth to the ink thus trailed) may causeth, 
in the course of time, the revolution of a family or a nation. 
Verily it testifieth alike to the arrival of twins or the demise 
of a grandfather. If it beginneth at the first with effusive 
congratulations, shed by tears in private, puteth on thy 
bravest smile, and open wide thy arms. If the very com- 
mencement read, “It is my painful duty’—shed thy tears 
loudly and openly and repaireth the family coffers. 

The trailing ink summoneth the quaking soul before the 
great and mighty judge who is closeted with the records of 
the institution; or it taketh on the shape and form of father’s 
name, and reneweth life and hope in the heart of the country 
swain, for it meaneth the montly allowance. 

Ink trailed by the hand of the minister uniteth two 
yearning hearts and transporteth the same to heaven. Ink 
trailed by the hand of the judge liberateth the same two 
souls agonizing in the slough of incompatibility or unpaid 
bills and transporteth them from their depths. 

Surely the power of ink is great, though much dependeth 
on the trailer and the state of the digestion. 
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Woe-Man 


Meith Maeser 


You see in the beginning when it was decided to send 
man here upon earth to work out his own salvation, accord- 
ing to the law of free agency, he was given a trial alone upon 
the earth. The history of that period of time has been left 
out of our Bible, so we know not the length there of. 

Finally, it became apparent to the Maker that in man’s 
life of continual peace there was no chance to prove his 
true worth. 

Then there was a mighty conflab. They tried to determ- 
ine what steps could be taken to rouse man from his sweet 
repose. Many plans were suggested: to cause the world 
to roll backward with animals walking on the air and plants 
rooting in the air, and leafing under ground was put aside 
as of only temporary benefit; as soon as man has become 
accustomed to the changed condition he will sink back into 
the same state of innocent joy and tranquility. No, some 
more permanent and lasting thorne must be bound in man’s 
side if he was to be saved by overcoming trials. 

When the conflab had become sore and hot, the old 
Tempter and Tormentor slipped up to the pearly gates and 
threw a parchment into the center of the throng. This was 
immediately unrolled. Upon it was written in large, bold 
letters colored by the fires of the Eternal pit. “WOE-MAN.” 

Terror filled the hearts of the assembly but the Great 
Judge knew that someone had an idea worthy of considera- 
tion. He sent out a proclamation declaring that any one who 
would bring to him this Woe-man, should be forever blessed. 

After a few days, a sculptor arose and declared that he 
had attended one of Satan’s political meetings, and that in 
one end of the hall sat Satan himself, above his head was 
the same radiant-lettered scroll which had the last week 
been picked up in their midst. He further declared himself 
willing to bring WOE-MAN. 

Down to earth the sculptor went for the promised being. 
He took this masterpiece to the great pit and drew from 
the fires there a bit of eternal energy which he placed upon 
the tongue. Great was their joy when they saw this marvel 
of workmanship—a being alive only when its tongue was 
in motion. 

“Eternal harasser of man!” cried the congregation in one 
voice, “Fit to rouse the whole universe from the chaotic con- 
dition.” , ; 
“Sculptor!” cried the judge, “thou shalt become exalted 
in My house.” 
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Woe-man was carried to the garden, and man has since 
been ever awake. No peace, no joy has he known; yet with 
all, he has loved that creature—adorable, unspeakable. She 
wrestled the world from him. He made but feeble protest. 

And now he calls her WOMAN instead of WOE-MAN, 
not being willing to admit he has been out witted. Anyway, 
hasn’t she a bit o’ charm about her says and ways? 


Happy Only When Miserable 


Stanley Cox 


There are people who are happy most of the time. There 
are people who are miserable all of the time. But the worst 
kind of people—the hardest to get along with, are those 
who are happy only when they are miserable. 

The fact is they have the wrong point of view. This idea 
is vivid in the story of the farmer who had been grumbling 
about his crops for several years. First it was the drought 
followed by too much water, then frost followed by too much 
heat, till every one had become thoroughly acquainted and 
disgusted with his troubles. One year proved to be an ex- 
ception, and a bounteous harvest was enjoyed by all. The 
banker said to farmer Jones, one day. “Well I guess you 
can’t complain about the crops this year, can you?” 

“Yes,” grunted the farmer, “these big crops are so darn 
hard on the land.” 

These Misery-ites stand around at street corners on a 
rainy day waiting for an old woman to fall down so they can 
laugh; or lean against the church door. When you ask them 
how they are, they cough in your face, and tell you they didn’t 
sleep well, and their aunt is sick, and they have had a bad 
cold, which they demonstrate by producing a handkerchief. 

If such people would tell their troubles to a doctor, a 


man paid for hearing them, this world would be a better place 
in which to live. 
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Our National Music 
Franklin Madsen 


“Sing to me the ballads and songs of the people and I 
will tell you of their laws and customs.” 


National Music is that music which, appertaining to a 
nation or tribe whose individual emotions, customs, manners, 
habits, ets., exhibit certain peculiarities more or less character- 
istic which distinguishes it from the music of any other nation 
or tribe. Taking this definition as a standard or measure for 
our productiveness of national music up to the present time, 
it can hardly be maintained that we have as yet produced 
any music which with propriety can be called distinctively 
American. And from this standpoint one is inclined to con- 
tend that neither the negro melodies nor the Indian melodies 
which seem to have impressed Dvorak and other great music- 
ians in their researches in this country, and which have been 
cited as the possible basis of a national school of music, have 
any significance whatever, or in any degree reflect national 
feeling or characterics of the great American civilization. The 
Indian melodies represent a dying race, whose influence upon, 
or even connection with this coutry as a nation has become 
more and more limited until now it has practically passed away 
The negro melodies are imported exotics called into being by 
circumstances entirely different from any with which we have 
to do today, in fact, circumstances which are entirely foreign 
to our interpretation of the laws of life; while the creole 
melodies which exist in great and distinctive variety are by 
no means indigenous, but are grafted into the tree of our 
civilization rather than natural to it. Such airs may be popular 
because, being primitive in form, they are readily appreciable 
to people without musical cultivation, but to say that on 
this account they are in any sense national, or could be made 
so, is surely a mistake. At most, they can only become a part 
of the great complex expression of a mighty, ever changing, 
cosmopolitan populace. 

The creation of national music, and patriotic songs is, 
in most cases, the result of spontaneous response to an im- 
mediate need, or, the natural outgrowth of intense emotional 
stress brought about through the occurance of some great 
event connected with state or national life. It is probable 
because of this fact that in all national music there is present 
sincere reverence and fervent love for Diety, for country, for 
fellow-countrymen. 

A nation is only as great as its songs, for in them is the 
true expression of its ideals. A people sings only that which 
it feels, and since song is the language of the emotions and 
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emotion the life of thought, song becomes the index, to the 
national heart. 

It is those countries where music however simple in form 
and structure, has been a part of the everyday life of the 
great’ majority of the people, an inheritance which has come 
to them with their national traits and characteristics, where 
it is a means of expression for a feeling or emotion more 
strongly marked than ordinary, that have produced the great- 
est musical minds. In such countries the composer has be- 
come, as it were, the mouthpiece of the feelings of his contem- 
poraries, and has voiced the unexpressed emotions and im- 
pulses of many generations. 

Musical development brought about in this way, from 
the bottom upward, is logical and consistent. But in America 
the process would seem to have been reversed, probably be- 
cause there has not yet been time to properly cultivate a 
proper appreciation for the possibilitics of music as a medium 
of emotional interpretation and national expression. It must, 
however, be acknowledged that music, in America, even 
though it began behind the veils of obscure purpose, and, 
is admittedly the last of all arts to develop in a new civiliza- 
tion, is, even now, in this country in its proper relative position 
as regards the other arts beginning to make itself felt and 
recognized as a purely indigenous product and accordingly, 
being appreciated. 

There have been various causes at work to hinder the 
progress of musical development in this country from the 
very beginning. They began with the Puritan belief that 
music was but a snare and a bewilderment to the poor Christ- 
ian traveling on life’s way, and even today traces of this 
same sentiment are descernible among us. It is very con- 
spicuous in circles where spirituality is at low eb, in fact, it 
is usually true that wherever the arts are held to be unessenti- 
al to complete living and undesirable as avenues of whole- 
eae expression of the soul there is little or no spiritual force 
ext. 


Other reasons for the slow growth of national music 
in America are; Our country is too young to have experienced 
any great national emotion to the degree of becoming an 
impetus in the creation of patriotic song; the Anglo-Saxon 
which is the dominant racial influence among us, is as a rule, 
unmusical; there has been no leisure class of talent in our 
country until very recently ; business and commercial pursuits 
have not only been fostered, but more of necessity, until recent 
years, kept music in the background. Again, until very 
recently it has been almost impossible for an artist to obtain 
the musical training necessary for the proper exercise of his 
profession in this country. Having therefore been obliged to 
go abroad to get what has hitherto been inaccessible to them 
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“ Our Spring Wearing Apparel 
: Possesses the beauty and freshness of 
spring time flowers 


We call your attention very specially to new 
arrivals in COATS, CAPES, SUITS and 
DRESSES... The smart lines and adornments or- 
iginate in Paris, the style center of the world. 

We have combined style with economy, with 
the result that you can be well dressed at little 
cost. 

Smart Oxfords and Pumps and plain and fancy 
Silk Hosiery. 

The whole combination will make your appear- 
ance on the street perfect. 

The Prices are Little—Come in and see them! 


_ Wood-Clifton Company 
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The Gas Company makes a 
small PROFIT on the GAS 
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YOU may have your share 
of this profit by OWNING 
SHARES IN THE GAS 
COMPANY. 

Call and learn of our plan to 
make 


“EVERY PATRON 
A PARTNER” 


Utah Valley Gas & Coke Co. 
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here, our musicians have naturally been too ready simply to 
reflect the characteristics of the surroundings under which 
their artistic training has been acquired, or, at any rate, have 
begun by so doing. In many cases the music produced in this 
country has been measured as to merits according to 
European standards of composition, a lamentabe fact, for it 
has been the cause of good composers becoming discouraged 
in their efforts to produce works of music entirely American. 
It is national pride as well as national feeling that begets 
national art. 

As a people we have an eminently original and construc- 
tive faculty. This is strongly marked, and when the rapid 
civilizing and developing processes which we are now under- 
going shall have given us more leisure in which to develop 
our talents and broaden our perceptions to the extent of 
enabling us to see in the cultivation of music, one of the 
noblest fields for the exercise of human energy, we can con- 
fidently hope to see the American composer take a place in 
the world of music commensurate with that which has been 
won by American workers in other arts and in sciences. 

It is to the advantage of every American citizen to en- 
courage the most refined expression of national feeling, for 
every individual is measured according to the expression of 
his country. There is no medium of expression, no standard 
of ethics that points more unerringly to the essence of re- 
finement than does music coming from the heart of sincere 
loyalty. But the best can be produced only when the best is 
enjoyed. Enjoyment is the legitimate exercise of our higher 
faculties. Proper environment must be constantly provided. 
Every individual must shut the gates of his soul against the 
obnoxious, disorganised, degrading sounds of “jazz” and 
preach the gospel of better music for America—music which 
can represent the ideals of the true American soul. The 
talented Seer should be provided with national sympathy that 
he might be true in his interpretation of the national spirit. 
Surely the interpreter of the sentiment and feeling of our 
great nation—the nation which is ordained to be the mouth- 
piece of justice, equity and eternal liberty should be sustained 
as a representative of our country and his efforts should be 
looked upon as jewels in the beautiful crown of American 
ideals. 

The soil of freedom shall become the most productive of 
soils in the harvest of national music, and all the souls of men 
who shall be privileged to hear the glorious strains of that 
music, shall incline their spirits to the touch of its divine in- 
spiration and shall respond to its message and tone, of peace 
and “good-will to all men.” 


wg 
Sofa ee Candies 
= Firea Ct = 
= y Sail Will be found at all = 
a EE ee! first class dealers. = 
=] e a ice = 
= ‘ Ask for = 
= ce 9 = 
2 Candy Is a Food “Hoovers” = 
TW 
Nu 


Which Is Your Birthday Flower? 


JANUARY Carnations JULY Larkspur 
FEBRUARY Violets AUGUST Gladioli 
MARCH Fonquils SEPTEMBER Asters 
APRIL Sweetpeas OCTOBER Calendula 
MAY _ Lillies of the Valley NOV. Chrysanthemums 
JUNE Roses DECEMBER Narcissus 
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Provo Greenhouse 
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When Ignorance is Bliss 
Edwin Baird 


You have all been informed that wisdom and education 
are the legitimate aims of all, yet, I wonder. if you have ever 
thought of the reverse—of the joy and satisfaction that van- 
ishes as soon as more light is given. 

The little child, for instance, cannot only eat his bit of 
candy after his hands, face, and sweetmeat, itself are cover- 
ed with a million germs; but he can digest it with all its ex- 
cess baggage and grow fat. However, as soon as you inform 
him of the presence of such minute enemies, he can feel them 
kick as they go down. They give him qualmy sensations as 
they hit his stomach, and he can feel their dying throes as 
they succumb to the digestive fluid. Hence forth, even the 
air that he breathes must be sterilized or he will have nothing 
to do with it. 

When the youth enters school, he has no worry about 
correct English. The professor proceeds to inform him of 
the “aints and caints” of modern grammar. He stammers 
colors, and hesitates when ever any conversation necessitates 
the use of seen and saw—choosing invariably the wrong 
forms. 

When later he goes the way of all the earth, and would 
take unto himself a wife, he has but to shut his eyes, and 
choose and life forever after is one grand blissful harmony. 
But let him get a little education and what a problem it be- 
comes! He must choose a lady who has a sanitary kiss, or 
the transferred microbes will disease the affections of the soul 
and cool the palpitations of the spleen. 

To avoid such dire consequences, hubby and wife, 
stand well apart and let nothing pass between them except 
flat-irons and rolling-pins. On this point Jiggs stands un- 
desputed authority. Since he has learned of bacteria, he has 
never kissed Maggie, and well, you know what increased 
happiness has resulted. 

In mate choosing, man must also have an eye to the 
future. The hereditary qualities must blend. If she chews 
gum the children may be given to swearing; if she wears 
high-healed shoes, the next generation may be bow-legged; 
and if either of the two possess musical tendencies, in all 
probability, James Junior will be a howling success, at least 
in his early life. 

Though man has been, and is today, unceasing in his 
search for knowledge, general and personal, deducting logical 
conclusions, I still maintain there are occasions where a 
glimpse into the unknown may make or mar two futures— 
blessed be ignorance. 
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“My face I don’t mind it, for I am behind it; The fellow in 
front gets the jar.” 


“I do not own an inch of land, but all I see is mine.” 


“The great end of life is not knowledge, but action.” 
“Of nothing comes nothing.” 
“Never was owl more blind than lover.” 


“If a little knowledge is dangerous, where is a man 
who has so much as to be out of danger?” 
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Kodak Days 
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“A Sound Wave Expands As It Travels” : 
THE “TEN-IN-ONE TRUMPET” 


{ We are exclusive agents for the famous Couturier 
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line of band, orchestra, and solo instruments. 
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Lt See our complete line in Band and Orchestra. Music, ul : 
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Hunting and Fishing | 


Is a Game of Chance. But You Take 
No Chance When You Send Your 


Cleaning, Dyeing 
and Pressing 


TO THE 


SANITARY 


Cleaning & Dyeing Co. 


PHONE 


809 


Work Guaranteed. Clothing Insured 
Plant: 54.N. Fourth West. . Office: 304 W. Center 
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